GOD'S FOOL
"TY/HAT said God's Fool to you ere he passed by, W   Pranked in a damasked robe, his cloak awry Vermeil and rose; why did you bid him stay; What wild thing said he, that you looked away And laughed all suddenly in strange inconsequence Ere he passed singing henee, And closed your fingers on a rose of gold Tossed mocking-wise into your grudging hold? What said God's Fool to you ere he passed by?"
" He did but bid me fashion out of straw A lance to tilt defiance at the sky, And even as I laughed I saw The lovely dream of folly fade and die Unclaimed, in proud impenitence. Yet since I wear his golden rose of pain, Some day when I must fashion my defence, This shall God's Fool remember, nor disdain To claim me kin, when I come tardy by."